fiercely "On your knees, blackamoor, before the instrument and
symbol of Roman justice, Roman law, Roman order and Roman
peace."
But the black girl side-stepped the spear and swung her knob-
kerry so heartily on to the nape of his neck that he went down
sprawling and trying vainly to co-ordinate the movement of his
legs sufficiently to rise. "That is the blackamoor instrument and
symbol of all those fine things'* said the black girl, shewing him
the knobkerry. "How do you like it?"
"Hell!" groaned the soldier. "The tenth legion rabbit punched
by a black bitch! This is the end of the world." And he ceased
struggling and lay down and cried like a child.
He recovered before she had gone very far; but being a Roman
soldier he could not leave his post to gratify his feelings. The last
she saw of him before the brow of the hill cut off their view of
one another was the shaking of his fist at her; and the last she
heard from him need not be repeated here.
Her next adventure was at a well where she stopped to drink,
and suddenly saw a man whom she had not noticed before sitting
beside it. As she was about to scoop up some water in her hand
he produced a cup from nowhere and said
"Take this and drink in remembrance of me."
"Thank you, baas" she said, and drank. "Thank you kindly."
She gave him back the cup; and he made it disappear like a
conjurer, at which she laughed and he laughed too.
"That was clever, baas" she said. "Great magician, you. You
perhaps tell black woman something. I am in search of God*
Where is he?"
"Within you" said the conjurer. "Within me too."
"I think so" said the girl. "But what is he?"
"Our father" said the conjurer.
The black girl made a wry face and thought for a moment.
"Why not our mother?" she said then.
It was the conjurer's turn to make a wry face; and he made it.
"Our mothers would have us put them before God," he said.
"If I had been guided by my mother I should perhaps have been
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